RALPH    RASHLEIGH
with a splutter, his throat feeling as though he had swallowed
liquid fire, which made the old woman scream with laughter
as she asked whether he had never taken a drop of rum
before.
'Not that Bengal stuff/ answered Rashleigh pleasantly,
*nor out of so droll a drinking-cup.*
'Aye,* she answered, *I suppose you'll be being the silver-
spoon sort, needing a swell crystal tumbler to drink out of.
Here, young man/ she added to Rashleigh's companion,
'you'll have a toast/
The youngster gladly accepted the invitation and showed
signs of enjoyment as he set the keg down after a long swig.
'There's a lad, now, who knows a good drink,' cried the
dame approvingly, 'Come on now, Nobby, 'tis almost sun-
down; pull foot or it's late home we'll be. Come up, Nobby,
come up!*
The old bullock mended his pace, and as dusk was settling
they jolted into Liverpool.
Liverpool, a town about seven leagues from Sydney on
the Great Southern Road of the colony, was founded by
Governor Macquarie, who gave it that name in the hope
that it would develop into an important centre of commerce.
He equipped the town with a fine hospital, a jail, barracks
and other public buildings, but failed to take sufficient
account of the handicaps of inferior soil and the inadequate
supply of fresh water. The George River, which is navigable
for shell-boats only up to the town from Botany Bay, cer-
tainly passes very near Liverpool, but flows with salt water,
being tidal, and the only means which the later inhabitants
were able to devise was a dam across the river bed to check
the influence of the tides.
Consequently, when the old convict system was aban-
doned and the Government establishments were withdrawn,
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